memory opened up and released the nest cue. He took
another deep breath, he felt like coughing but gave himself
another sharp command. He opened his mouth and began
to sing.

Down in the pit a few of the musicians had got up from
their seats to get a glimpse of the stage, as they usually did
when something went wrong. Now they sat down again
and went on fiddling. Everybody relaxed. Sybil, in the
third wing, had been holding her breath, clenching her
hands in the folds of her skirt. Now she too took a deep
breath, and smiled with relief. From the next wing she
heard Mike Stern's sonorous whisper. "Didn't I tell you?
What did I say to you only yesterday? He is a gonner/"

" Us s*adoraienty mais c*est fini^ je crois. Les amours de
Carmen m durent pas six mois" BhakarofF could not hear
his own voice, for there was something like cotton in his
ears. Technique didn't matter now, nor did voice or acting
or even success. The only thing he could attempt was to
win through to the end of the act. He strained every
nerve and muscle not to cave in while he went on with his
part. There was yet an endless stretch of singing and
acting to be done and he was afraid of it. No pain any
more, just this feeling of fading out, this faint and in-
sufficient effort of his heart to keep on beating, the black
shreds driving by, the trouble it gave him to breathe.

"Take it easy------" he whispered to Don Jose, as they

both wrapped their capes around their wrists for their
fight with the blunt stage daggers. "What happened?"
Don Jose whispered back, attacking him at the same time
with great ferocity. "I don't know. You must help me,

please------** Bhakaroff whispered as he came up against

him once more. It hit Robert between the eyes. It sounded
so pitiful, coming from the great BhakarofF.

The act went on, the chorus entered in great commotion,
the two rivals were separated. Everybody moved up to
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